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Letter

W

from the editor

		

hat I’ve realized in my year 		
as Editor-in-Chief of Wetlands
Magazine is that Wetlands is ultimately
about process. Wetlands is not just a magazine, but also a vehicle

for personal empowerment outside of its pages in a way that I never could
have imagined before joining the staff. Over the past year Wetlands has engaged
in discussions about the challenges of creating a Gender Studies-driven magazine that is open on an individual level and inclusive and representative of the
wider campus community. In our mission to be a safe and open forum for all
voices, we have given individuals an outlet to not only share their stories and
critique different systems of power and oppression, but we have also participated in wider campus discussions, including the conversations that occurred
this semester about the results of the recent Campus Climate Survey and
the many critical conversations that take place every day in classrooms, club
meetings, and amongst campus community members. And the Fall ‘13 issue
of Wetlands undoubtedly represents the active engagement and amazing talent,
initiative, and diversity of experiences of the campus community as well as the
dedication of the staff who worked all semester to put this magazine together.
My hope is that this issue of Wetlands will be engaging and challenging, and
ultimately serve as a point of entry into, and as a continuation of, wider discussions about gender, sexuality, identity, politics, and intersectionality on the
Puget Sound campus and beyond.
But the process doesn’t end here. This issue is just one more step toward actualizing the inclusive space that Wetlands seeks to embody. Through your readership and your participation in the process of Wetlands, together we will continue to create a community that honors all of its voices and critically engages
with our environment.
-Tosia Klincewicz
Editor-In-Chief
Wetlands Magazine
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CONF
ORM

ITY

Diptych

Abbie Baldwin. Photography. 2013.

T

his piece is a commentary on the impossible standards women are “supposed” to
conform to. In these photos the model is
physically conforming her body to her environment. However, the images have been rotated to
further give the sense of the impossible nature of
this feat.
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Winter Body
Tosia Klincewicz. Poetry. 2013.

In the winter I grow soft.
I grow slowly, imperceptibly, filled
with the heat from long nights curled
up in quilts made by friends and the snatches
of sunlight stolen in glimpses and stored up
in preparation for these cold, gray days.
And with this heat I swell,
and as my belly and thighs
wax like the moon
so, too, do my barely there breasts of the summer,
until
one day I try on but
cannot zip
the stiff gold dress
that I’ve worn on my birthday for the past two years.
How to come to terms with this new softness?
Literature tells me that winter
is a time for introspection;
that as the earth hardens and takes refuge
within itself that I, too, should reflect inwards.
But how?
When my body is in this phase
of outward expansion,
rising like the tide.
But unlike water frozen in a glass bottle
my expansion will not shatter me.
My body is made to stretch

and expand
and my skin
has the marks to prove it.
And so I continue outward,
like the Reverend Mother of Midnight’s Children,
with everything I’ve taken in,
held in,
my history.
I am not a poet but prose
can’t do the story of my body
justice.
My body will not be confined
by zippers on gold dresses or
neat sentences.
My body is in flux.
It widens in the winter to prepare for the cold
and ebbs in the summer when the days are hot
and long and my body moves
and sweats
and breathes.
So for now, I exchange gold dresses
for soft wool
and stretch cotton
and curl up
with a good book,
not in retreat,
in acceptance.
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Uncensored
Beauty I
Becca Reed.
Drawing. 2013.

A Plea to Fellow Men
From the Son, Significant Other and Supporter
of Rape Survivors

Nolan Ellis. Prose. 2013.

content warning: sexual abuse, rape

I

n early 2003, my mother
published a memoir. I had
watched her struggle for seven
years to complete it and asked if I
could read it as a show of support.
I was only twelve years old though,
and she told me that I would have
to wait until I was older. There were
“adult issues” in the book, things
that I was not ready to learn about.
I read it regardless of her caution
and soon discovered that she had
warned me for good reason; her
words told a heartbreaking tale of
violence and trauma. I discovered
that my mother had been repeatedly beaten and molested as a child,
and at first I could not fully comprehend the magnitude of what I had
uncovered. But eventually my shock
faded and I slowly came to the realization that the woman, who was to
me to the embodiment of strength
and confidence, the woman who
raised me by herself, had suffered
the most heinous violation of her
person. Worse yet that violation had
been committed by her own father,
a man who by definition was supposed to protect and care for her.
Some years later I transferred
to the lovely University of Puget
Sound from a big state school. I
eventually met and fell in love with a
woman I am currently in a relationship with. Things progressed rather
well for a number of months, until

one day midway through my second semester. To reduce the complexity for the sake of brevity, the
woman I cared so deeply for came
to uncover the buried realization
that she had been raped the previous summer. For the second time in
my life I watched in a helpless paralysis as someone I would move
mountains for struggled to come
to terms with a terrible violation of
body and mind. In this moment I
made a promise that I would do everything in my power to find a way
in which to make a significant difference helping to put a stop to acts of
sexual violation and aggression.
But why only after realizing that
two people I love had been personally affected, did I feel the need to
take action? And what action could
I take? How is one individual person to make even the slightest difference? The answer is simple: we
produce large scale change through
a collective every day effort. After
a great deal of reflection, consideration, and a series of open dialogues
with survivors, I decided to write
this piece. I want to suggest ways in
which our every day actions, slight
shifts in our collective consciousness,
and most importantly the manner in
which we choose to educate others
about sexual violence will contribute to putting a stop to future violations of sexual and personal space.

This piece is written primarily as a plea to fellow men. Largely
members of our sex are the ones
who are committing acts of sexual
violence upon women. Because we
are the ones who are committing
these acts, responsibility rests on our
shoulders to work towards stopping
them. Events such as Slut Walk and
Take Back the Night are fantastic
ways in which women are standing up to create change. But what
of men? Is it not our responsibility
as the sons and brothers, the fathers,
cousins, and friends of these women
to stand up and take preemptive action? Why treat the effect when we
could eliminate the cause? I say it’s
about time that we “man up” and
start making a proactive difference.
Here is how we can do it.
First, we need to recognize our
complicity, and this may be the hardest part; it was for me. I do not wish
to suggest that even a significant
proportion of us contribute directly
to the occurrence of violent sexual
acts. But I ask you to pause and consider that it is largely women who
are the survivors of sexual violence.
Let me offer you a few statistics to
put things in perspective: The Rape,
Abuse and Incest National Network
offers that one in six women will be
raped in their lifetimes and 97%
of sex crime aggressors will never
spend a day of their lives in prison.

Two-thirds of these perpetrators
are people the survivor described as
friends or acquaintances. In my own
life these numbers have proven to be
true. My mother, my girlfriend, and
the friends I’ve made here at school,
all of them were violated by a friend
or acquaintance. We are complicit
through our inaction if nothing else.
The time has come to stop writing
off rape culture as a product of
what many men view as misguided
feminism. Rape culture is real, and
we are complicit whether we wish to
admit it or not.
With this complicity comes a responsibility to create change. One
way in which I would like to offer that we as men can create this
change is to better educate ourselves
and our children. We need to begin
to change the ways in which we
teach our son’s to respect the bodies
of others. The young men of our society need to understand that bodies
are uniquely under the control of
those inhabiting them; they are not
to be possessed or controlled. I feel
we also need to teach our children
the truth about what sexual violence
really is. Yes, rape is a horrible thing,
but ignoring the reality that it happens ultimately does nothing to protect our children. “Protecting” children from learning about violence
does not stop it from happening. By
teaching them not only what sexual

violence is but how and why it happens, we will contribute to preventing its occurrence. In the same way
parents feel obliged to have “the sex
talk” with children, I would ask all
future parents to have an honest and
open discussion about consent and
respecting the bodily space of others.
Finally, men can contribute to
the elimination of sexual crimes by
taking the time to sit down and talk
with someone who has been directly
affected. I have had the pleasure to
talk with a number of women in
here who have chosen to share with
me their experiences with sexual
assault. Listening to the stories of
my mother, my girlfriend, and my
friends I have learned much. All the
statistics have been reinforced by
their realities, and I can say with a
certainty sexual violence is a pandemic. The overwhelming feelings of confusion, doubt, alienation
and mistrust that I have seen these
women struggle with has broken my
heart. It has cemented my desire
to change the culture that allowed
such acts to occur. If you aren’t one
for statistics, I would urge you to sit
down with one of your classmates
and listen to them tell you their
story; it will surely change your perspective.
I will always struggle with the
fact that I was only moved to ac-

tion after those near and dear to
me were directly affected. I regret
not doing something to address this
societal malfeasance sooner. So, to
all my brothers, please help me in
create change. Take a few minutes
to how we might be unconsciously
contributing to a culture wrought
with acts of sexual violence; again
it may only be through inaction that
you are complicit. Sit down and talk
to your future sons; tell them what is
at stake, and what has happened to
the countless loved ones of others.
Finally, sit down with a survivor of
sexual violence. If you feel that you
don’t know anyone, I would redirect
you to the statistics and suggest that
perhaps you’re not looking hard
enough. For the sakes of all of our
mothers and sisters, our friends and
future daughters, please take action
now. The unfortunate truth is that
someone you care about struggles
each day as a result of the actions of
a fellow man. Let us take responsibility, and then take action; we must
begin to attempt to heal the societal
wounds we have contributed to creating.
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I Remember I Was Mad
Karina Harper. Pen and marker. 2013.
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Threat
Anonymous. Poetry. 2013.

trigger warning: rape, trauma
To choose my own life
meant releasing myself
from his grip. The one
unholy touch I’d ever
known. If he had not
caught my scent, then
maybe his hand would
never have reached me.
To say sexual abuse
is to say I was not quite raped.
There is some dignity
I can still hold onto, a weight
I never felt threatening
to crush my body
into the dirt.
To say I am woman
is to say he is animal,
to deny him the right
of remaining bloody
from the stink
of his mother’s womb;
to insist on calling myself woman
is to forget the terror of knowing
I was child, I was bone
and I was sacrifice, the flame
on my tongue had scarcely
scorched his teeth before
they closed in on me
to drag me down.
To say I loved him
is to puncture holes
into my pelvis, let the marrow
drip until I am unrecognizable

as human, only a
thoughtless brainless creature
could love the knife
as it ripped them apart,
to save the hawk who grabbed you
from the river by feeding it one
of your young,
To say I was too young
is to say it gets better with age,
as if the signs become easier
to recognize once the baby fat
has shed its protective casing
from his skull.
To say depression
is to say I wasn’t born
this way, there was a disease
inside his bloodstream
that erased me, it was
something from his veins
that made the doctors
hover over my wrists
like vultures waiting
to snap me up whole.
To say victim
is to say there was a perpetrator,
is to say our love was crime,
is to say there was nothing holy
until I learned to make it so myself.
To say sexual abuse
is to say he has taken everything,
there is nothing left of my frame
for anyone else to hold.
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What

are

you ?
Rory Jacobs.
Prose. 2013.

1

I am seven, hands full of fabric covered in characters I don’t understand, from a language
I don’t speak. I am next to my white grandmother, tiny like me when we are walking in
the parking lot of Jo Anne’s I am stopped by a white woman and she asks me,
“What are you?”
I am seven and young and confused as to why I’m always stopped and questioned and
pestered about what I am. Does it matter that much to her about what I am?
I am seven and feeling used to this already, reply with, “Jewish and Chinese” like I always
do and walk away.

2

It’s second grade,
and I’m looking at my yearbook portrait
confused
why my eyes are not shaped like the white woman’s on the cover of Vogue or Glamour or in
the show Friends or in any other show I’ve ever watched or magazine I’ve ever poured over
I don’t know when I started looking
different.

3

I am twelve and in the seventh grade, waiting for my babysitter who is late
A group of boys comes over to me, pinning me down with their questions, wondering aloud what my name
is, is it Chingchong? They share a laugh because I guess I look Asian enough for them to be racist towards
me. I’m laughing too, a little, because boys talking to me finally finally some sort of recognition from them,
even if they’re making fun of me, even if I’m just there for laughs, I crave attention from a gender I both fear
and desire. Maybe this means I’m finally worthy of being noticed, right?

4

I am an eighth grader, we are whispering our deepest secrets in a group of girls, talking about the various
pieces of our bodies that are deemed valuable by society, complimenting these two white girls on the abundance of their chests
I am asking, hesitantly, quietly, needing the validation of a group of insecure girls because I’m not yet sure
what I am and I am not quite sure that I am worthy enough for anybody or anyone so why not just leave my
body to be poked and dissected by them?
“Am I…pretty?”
it’s quiet and I know the answer that they won’t say because I’m not, but one of them says
“Well you’ve got that Asian thing going on”
it seems that one of my ethnicities is sufficient to make me pretty enough because it’s not about me or my face
or my personality
because I’ve got that
Asian thing
going on

5

It’s sophomore year in physics class
a boy tells me that his girlfriend had a picture of me from the second grade
and how I wore a cheongsam and had my hair in a
sharp
bob
he laughs at me and calls me “so chinky”
I turn away, quietly, shaking from it, that word that word that word
Not speaking up again, angry at myself for not speaking up for myself
but
worried again that he’ll stop talking to me if I defend myself and get angry like I should.
A boy’s validation is more important than my own.

6

I’m a junior in high school and tentatively coming out as genderqueer, unsure of anything at all right now,
The internet has fucked with the way I think (in a good way) and I’m not sure how Asian I really am because
I do not look like
them.
I am shy and nervous and like a fucking colt or however the metaphor goes
It doesn’t help when people keep asking me
“What are you?”
when I’m not even sure what I am at this point
when classes are divided by girls and boys and I am torn again
to choose between two things I do not understand and cannot possibly fit into
When I smile, my eyes are thin and I cannot speak a lick of Cantonese and have nearly no Asian friends to
connect to in this white area, but I know what I am.
I am a genderfluid, half Chinese half Jewish person of color who is sometimes femme and sometimes butch,
a prince/ss who doesn’t want to fit into your Eurocentric ideals of beauty, who is tired of trying to make sense
to people who will never understand, this person is too fluid for you, too queer and trans*, fucking with your
binary, not going to “smile!” for you, not going to be your fetish, because I am
angry
and I am
tired.
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Editorial Note:
The following two essays are both critiques of the Greek system from a queer perspective, and were submitted independently
of one another. The opinions expressed in the
following pieces are the opinions of the authors
and do not necessarily reflect the opinions or
position of Wetlands Magazine and its editors.
The publication of these pieces is not intended as an attack on the Greek system at Puget
Sound or nationwide; rather, by publishing these
pieces the editors of Wetlands hope to fulfill our
role as a forum for individual members of the
campus community. We hope by publishing
these pieces that the wider dialogue about
inclusivity in the Greek system can continue
and that everyone’s voices and opinions may
be heard. In attempt to foster this dialogue, a
queer member of Greek life has written a response to the essays, which is available on our
website at http://wetlandsmagazine.com/.

Greek Life
and

Straight

Supremacy

Why a Greek Life Gay-Straight Alliance is not (yet)Queer
C.J. Queirolo. Prose. 2013.
‘Dirty faggot!’ Or simply, ‘Look,
a gay!’
— Eric Stanley, “Near Life,
Queer Death.”
Reform and restructuring are the
order of the day – whole institutions
previously founded on exclusion
now trumpet an ethos of participation: churches who once used us fags
as kindle to burn witches strive now
to fold us into their faithful flocks;
a judiciary that once routinely humiliated queer folk on charges of
sodomy now makes it easier for us
to marry, and Greek Life, the most
constant referent of college heterosexual culture, now calls for a “GayStraight Alliance” of its very own
within the Greek community.
Before I jump into my critique, I
want to detail where and how I got
my understanding of these ideas so

you know where I’m coming from.
As someone who identifies as a queer
activist I’m painfully aware of the
difficulty of articulating a structural
critique of heterosexism to gays and
lesbians (because let’s be real about
who’s advocating what) hell-bent on
getting the “right to marry,” going
so far as to call it the “civil rights
struggle of our generation.” Some
throw that phrase around as our
own queer sisters, brothers, lovers
and allies report their bashings and
relay their own stories of how so
many are driven to self-harm in the
form of cutting, starving and systematized expectations of silence.
If the primary legal argument in
favor of “marriage equality” is federal tax benefits, as pronounced in
United States v. Windsor, then I’m
much more about the basic surviv-

al of the handful of people on this
planet who know (at least a little bit)
what it’s like to be queer than I am
in making sure our tax filings are
just as exciting as married straight
couples’.
But I’m not just queer. I’m cis,
but that has not stopped me from
witnessing the social reality of male
privilege inscribed violently in the
flesh of wimmin who have shown
and spoken to me of wounds, cuts,
bruises, psychological manipulation
and social regulations that constrain
them within structures of patriarchy
so self-parodic they’re almost kitschy.
Too many of these friends have lost
or taken their lives because of the
patriarchal actions of cis men and
to tolerate those actions any longer
is unacceptable. I declare that any
critique of patriarchy must also be

a critique of heterosexism and any
critique of heterosexism must also
be a critique of patriarchy. Call it
antiqueer patriarchy, call it heterofascist misogyny, call it compulsory
hetero-patriarchy—the traditions
of men became our social conventions long ago, even as they belied
their own. And yet, prayers for us to
“respect tradition” never cease. But
what the fuck does that even mean?
What has tradition ever done for a
single queer person—what has this
tradition ever given me or my queer
siblings that we couldn’t go out and
build on our own?
There are other adjectives, too—
dozens of them. But these are the
ones I want to talk about when I
talk about how Greek Life is exclusionary. I spent so much time discussing my social location because
when we’re talking about “participation” we’re really talking about
assimilation. I’ve become increasingly concerned over the course of
the semester about rumors, speculated about in The Trail and elsewhere, that Greek Life may create
some kind of Gay-Straight Alliance
of its own. These calls are coming
from a place of concern and good
intentions, but there is absolutely no
reason to think that these intentions
will result in greater good for the
queer community.
I find this troubling because of its
implications, not because of its motivations; I cannot doubt that those
who advocate for a Greek Life GSA
do so because they genuinely believe
it will increase queer participation
in fraternities and sororities. However, as a queer, cis gay male who
made the decision not to participate
in Greek Life, I think that there are
reasons that I made that decision
and with so many other queers.
The motivation for the creation
of a Greek GSA comes out of a rec-

“

Listen to us. Our voices are here.
We are not asking you for inclusion—we are telling you that
Greek Life itself is exclusionary,
that its traditions are heterosexist,
that its party culture is hetero-patriarchal. In a phrase: Greek Life is
straight supremacy. Stop making
men wear ties; stop segregating
men and women, as if they were
the only genders; stop throwing
parties that only a straight person
would enjoy, and stop making us
feel unsafe around you. But it’s
not just this system that’s unjust. It’s
not just Greek Life that has these
problems. These are everyone’s
problems. That is why these conversations must take place in everyone’s GSA.

ognition that Greek Life is founded
in structures of privilege and exclusivity. At its genesis, Greek Life divides itself from “the rest” by making membership a privilege, not a
right. It organizes that population
“chosen” for membership, and then
divides it into groups on the basis of
biological sex. Why? I couldn’t tell
you. To quote Mattilda Bernstein
Sycamore (talking about marriage),
I think this sex segregation is “outdated, tacky and oppressive.” If
Greek Life were interested in queering itself, destabilizing understandings of gender or fighting the patriarchy then why doesn’t it allow men
and women to live together? What
if a sister wanted to be a brother, or
a brother a sister? What if a pledge
doesn’t want to be either?
But Greek Life is more than its
terms of membership. Its party culture is a culture of heteronormativity. There are reasons that queers
might not want to be a part of
this—too many reasons to possibly

”

include in one listing. Whether they
aren’t interested in seeing straight
people hook up or are just bored of
listening to straight music, queers
may choose to avoid Greek parties
for reason that I doubt Greek Life
is willing to address. Queer bashings happen in this country—there
was one on our campus last year.
Too many of us don’t even feel safe
walking alone at night by Greek
Row—and why would I? When has
Greek Life ever shown meaningful concern about its party culture?
When has it ever done anything to
make these parties safe for queers to
go to? If you are doing something to
increase your “Gay Point Average,”
why is it that so many of us feel unsafe around you?
It is your responsibility to do
something if we feel unsafe around
you. But it’s not just straight people
in Greek Life—there are transpersons, gay men, lesbian women, and
I’m sure so many others who identify as something more than the

blasé heterosexual patriarchy Greek
Life is insistent on portraying to the
world. But that’s the problem: Greek
Life is still perceived in this way—
I am still afraid of you even if you
don’t think I have a reason to fear
you. Greek Life encapsulates perfectly the structure of heterosexual
culture—even if queer persons can
participate, I don’t see why I would
want to engage in a culture that displays only heterosexuality, the only
sexuality it’s ever formally endorsed.
I don’t see why I should have to respect its traditions, and I don’t see
how Greek Life is any different than
precisely that—a heterosexual tradition. It is a tradition claiming to
build bonds of brotherhood and sisterhood, that strives for its own excellence and strives to do good for
the world, but these intentions are
expressed in an exclusionary and
privileged structure, a structure that
any queer activist will tell you needs
to be broken down just like heterosexual marriage, and I hereby declare that from this day forward respecting them any longer is a direct
assault upon each and every queer
person on this campus.
And the Greek response: A
Greek Life GSA will spark a critical dialogue on campus and in the
Greek community about gender.
More conversation has to always be
better conversation.
That is obviously and clearly insufficient for a simple reason: We
already have a “GSA” on campus,
Q&A; Wetlands Magazine is a publication that has been critiquing
rape culture since its inception; in
gender studies courses students read
Michael Kimmel’s Guyland which
discusses fraternity culture in detail.
Greek life wants to start a conversation—but only your own conversation; you want to have a conversation with us queers—but only on

your own terms. This is an ethos of
participation, but it’s a kind of participation that selfish on the part of
the Greek community and only reinforces the social and political power
Greek life has. The same fraternity
claims membership to both the president and vice-president of ASUPS;
they must know full well that there
are dozens of groups on this campus
engaging in substantive and detailed
discussions about gender, privilege,
exclusion, and social justice. Why
doesn’t Greek Life come to us to
start this conversation? Why don’t
you come see what we have to offer
before running off to start your own
conversation? More conversation—
especially more conversation by
Greek Life about Greek Life—isn’t
better here, especially when every
straight group around seems so intent on starting their own conversations instead of listening to what we
queers have to tell them.
If the problem is that not enough
queers, or transpersons, or gay men
or lesbian women or bisexuals are
in the Greek Community then I do
not see how the solution is to create
a committee of persons already in
Greek Life to try and resolve these
foundational exclusions. It does not
make sense to ask those already in
structures of power how to get others into it: as a political strategy, it is
far more effective to ask us queers
how we’re excluded before you assume you already have the answer.
Anyone who’s dealt with exclusion
will be able to give you a definite
answer of ways in which their difference from others has come into
conflict with some white, straight
man’s opinion of what they should
be like. We should never let the
privileged be their own judges, juries and prosecutors. When has that
ever worked?
Simply asking the handful of

queers in Greek Life to bridge the
dialogue to the larger campus queer
community is not enough in the fight
against hetero-patriarchal Greek
party culture. Because Greek Life is
built on a segregation of the sexes,
where does an intersex person fit in?
What about trans members, tired of
dealing with the tackiness and oppressiveness of binary schemes of
sex? What about us queers who you
scared away before you ever thought
of inviting us to talk with your fancy
new Greek GSA?
Listen to us. Our voices are here.
We are not asking you for inclusion—we are telling you that Greek
Life itself is exclusionary, that its
traditions are heterosexist, that its
party culture is hetero-patriarchal.
In a phrase: Greek Life is straight
supremacy. Stop making men wear
ties; stop segregating men and women, as if they were the only genders;
stop throwing parties that only a
straight person would enjoy, and
stop making us feel unsafe around
you. But it’s not just this system
that’s unjust. It’s not just Greek Life
that has these problems. These are
everyone’s problems. That is why
these conversations must take place
in everyone’s GSA.
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An Open Letter to Greek Life:

“On Embracing
the Queer”
content warning: hate crime

W

hen I was 14, I was assaulted by a group of fraternity brothers in a dark alley off of 4th Avenue in downtown
Tucson for kissing a boy I liked.
I hate that sentence. For
how it sounds (like it was some serious crime ripe for prime time talking heads to dissect and damn), for
what it implies (that I somehow have
been forced to carry that cross ever
since), and for being so regularly
reminded of it by the patriots of
Greek Life that continuously frown
when I express my discomfort with
the system.
The whole event lasted for
what ended up being not more than
a minute or two, but it lingers. I
stood there in an alley next to (for
anonymity’s sake) “Dickwad” and
mustered up the courage to kiss still
warm and prickly teenage lips. He
remained stoically motionless (we’re
talking total dead fish here), even as
two or three black trucks overflowing with fraternity undergrads raced
past us screaming “FAGGOTS!”
and chucked a ridiculous number
of beer bottles at our heads.
Immediately after ducking
the projectiles, Dickwad made it a
point to enunciate clearly, “Well,
that sucked,” before hopping in his
expensively generic compact and
racing back to the comfort of his
distant suburbia. I picked myself
up from the defeat and walked back

Phillip Brenfleck. Prose. 2013.

to my friends (who were thankfully
waiting just up the street) and made
my way back to the music venue I
worked at. At the time, I was upset
more by being turned down by the
potential romantic prospect (who
didn’t speak to me for what must
have been months after that) than I
was by the idiotic dudes I had relegated to just being harmless assholes.
I have no idea what letters
they wore – nor do I think it matters
– but that was my first interaction
with any member of Greek Life,
and man has it stayed with me.
Thinking about it I feel terrified (fear always comes first), angry,
hurt, marginalized – a victim of a
hate crime. These emotions haven’t
left me, either: I cringe during Greek
Week; I avoid the SUB when chapter lets out; I only just last year actually set foot inside of a fraternity; I
generally avoid large groups of (presumably) straight, cis-gendered men
at all costs – they have never felt safe
since.
But I often rationally weave
my way out of these emotions; I sustained no serious injury, I removed
myself from a dangerous environment and got to safety, and I have
carried myself with a pride built
slowly but steadily ever since. The
apologist in me just gets louder when
I think about the Greek community
– or more specifically, the frat com-

munity – at UPS. How silly of me
to be bothered by the men in Greek
Life here. Greek Life here is different
(a mantra reinforced by members of
the Greek community themselves).
This is a cognitive escape I
fashion when I am confronted with
my own discomfort. It is giving the
Greek community the benefit of
the doubt, largely in part because I
do have so many people that I care
about (housemates, close friends, allies) involved in Greek Life, but also
because this is an ingrained behavior in our culture.
Sure, my dad was in Greek
Life during his brief stint at NAU,
and casually mentions stories of college parties or brothers of his, but
my dad has always been too kind,
too warm, too intelligent to really be
a member of a fraternity like the one
that drove by that night. And this is
how I view most fraternity members
on this campus – somehow separate
from the stereotypes I learned that
night in Tucson.
I am doing my best to not let
the drunken fringe of the University
of Arizona’s fraternity system infect
the positivity that the male Loggers
on Greek Row bring to this campus.
And yet, I still see those
drunken roaring faces among you.
The point stands that those bigots, my father, and every fraternity
brother on this campus are involved in
the same system.

When I first got involved
with Wetlands, after inadvertently diving into gender studies, and
started holding concepts like ‘the
gender binary’ and ‘the patriarchy’
responsible for the forces I have felt
victimized by (and also for the forces
that have victimized other marginalized groups) – namely, those fraternity members and their maleness.
I started to distance myself from the
male identity. I stopped identifying
as a gay man – opting instead first for
queer man and now just queer.
My body is biologically male
– the hair on my face, chest, legs, my
musculature, my genitals all confirm
this. I’ve gone in search of different
masculinities that still adhere to this
physical expression – and I am really not sure why. Theoretically,
conscientiously, just queer should be
enough. But that is not the society
and culture I live in – the society and
culture that produces Greek Life.
So far, there is one commonality I have found in this search for
a new masculinity that is particularly prevalent within the fraternity
system: leadership. Fraternities and
their particular brand of leadership
have for so long now stood as this
pinnacle of masculinity that I have
never felt comfortable climbing towards on this campus – despite the
fact that I feel as if it is simply just the
place to be.
When I say “I feel…” I want
to stress that reconciling feeling and
rational thought is difficult. It is very
easy to say “Fuck that, I am what I
please and I am valued for it” in response to most of what I am about
to say. But the feelings are still there.

I feel that Greek Life dominates my understanding of what it
means to be male. I feel that fraternities on this campus determine the
accepted norm for active, involved,
leading men. I feel unwelcome – unsafe – in these male spaces. I feel that
this is because of my queer identity.
I feel like, no matter how many avenues of leadership I engage in outside of Greek Life, that I am always
second to a man in Greek Life, that
my queerness somehow inhibits me
from leading as effectively.
My personal experiences
only take me so far – I have no revolutionary idea for the Greek system.
Just questions – questions I hope
can parallel the concerns of other
members of the queer community.
Why are we supporting a
system that makes leaders within
gendered spaces? Why must leadership be gendered – and why is it
so predominantly masculine when it
is? Why are the communities that
do focus on leadership regardless of
a common gender identity on this
campus somehow so tiny, so comparably unattractive to students? Why
is this concept of brotherhood or
sisterhood so powerful?
More importantly: who do we
exclude by placing these concepts on pedestals?
I want the enforced binary
– male, female – to be meaningfully
acknowledged the next time the
University hosts an event that tests a
member of Greek Life’s “Gay Point
Average,” the next time it launches
an initiative to make members of
the LGBTQ community feel welcome in Greek space (how wonder-

ful it would be if my sexuality could
simply account for all facets of my
identity as a member of this campus
with a penis!). I want this binary to
be an examined element the next
time leadership is stressed as a fundamental tenet of the Greek community.
If you are going to use the
acronym LGBTQ in initiatives and
campaigns, prove to me that you understand the voices and community that each
letter represents. The gendered presence of the Greek community is a
cross you must bear if you seek to be
welcoming, to be safe and supportive to non-normatively gendered
members of this campus. You must
examine this space you have created, and above all you must be critical of it.
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Allies
Aren’t
Queer
Lindsey Conrad.
Prose. 2013.

I

n my experience, voices of
allies have often been louder
than my own voice when talking about queer issues and experiences. I feel that as a queer woman,
I have a difficult time being heard
when I’m competing for mic space
with a straight ally--and I am. I live
in a society that values the voices of
straight people more than voices of
queer people, such as myself. I don’t
mean that straight people shouldn’t
advocate for equality, but there is
a serious problem when the gayest
song on the radio was written by
Macklemore, a straight, cis-gendered man rather than from an actual queer person (although, Mary
Lambert is queer!!).
My problem with “ally” being a term to describe folks who are
not homophobic is that it positions
homophobia as the status quo and
as the social expectation. When in
reality, the baseline expectation
should be that everyone is accepting
and supportive of the queer community, and homophobic people
should instead take on a lowered
position within society. For me, the
term “ally” reinforces the idea that

being a decent, compassionate human being is rare, when in reality it
should be normal and expected.
The voices of heterosexual
folks more often than not are louder
than queer voices. While it’s not any
individual’s fault that this happens,
allies need to realize when to step
up, and when to step back. It bothers me when there is a discussion
about queerness, the people who are
talking the most aren’t queer. While
those individuals might have an excellent formal education surrounding queer theory and maybe they
hang out in queer spaces and know
tons of queer people, it still doesn’t
mean they know anything about
what it’s like to actually be queer. At
the end of the day, allies still get to
benefit from straight privilege, while
queer people are still oppressed.
I think what bothers me the
most is that I wonder how far queer
rights would be now if straight people didn’t speak for us. When cis
straight people speak to other cis
straight people about queer issues,
they have legitimacy and the issues
have legitimacy because they’re
coming from the mouths of cis

straight people. When queer folks
say the same thing, it can be written
off as nonsense or us wanting “special rights.” But at the same time,
when allies speak for queers, they
contribute to a culture of oppression that is constantly working to
undermine and silence queer voices.
As a queer person, I don’t
know how much more pro-ally
propaganda I’m willing to put up
with. I don’t mean to say that we
shouldn’t appreciate them or that
they are bad people, but I’m done
with the idea that the queer community should hand out cookies
and gold stars to heterosexual cisgendered folks simply because they
are decent human beings. When
ally-appreciation week rolls around
every year I feel like I’m essentially
saying ‘wow, thanks for not being
an asshole, I appreciate it, here’s a
gold star champ!’ With that said, my
final thought is allies can be great,
but if you consider yourself to be a
queer ally, know when to step back
and let us queer folks have a chance
to speak – and for fucks sake, stop
telling me what it’s like to be queer.

16

Becca Reed. Drawing. 2013.

Uncensored Beauty II
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Fade
Emma Christen.
Poetry. 2013.

She taught me
how to whistle,
folded a blade of
grass between
her teeth and
scared frogs half to death
in the woods
behind her house,
that chord struck
deep in the crater
she punched through
my heart
Her sandy skin
burned in the memories
of boys, who watched her
run across a field
with hair swinging
like a beacon, those
candied lips quick to laugh
at a passing joke,
they thought that
she belonged to them
But those lavender evenings
of junior high summers,
bikes and scooters lying
like faithful pets against
the hot pavement, chalky
hands with nails painted
resting against her
scabby knees, those knees
were my altars, I prayed there
more than I prayed in any church,

She was an anthem
unclaimed, she was
an American soccer girl
thrust into a taste and color world
where she could be worshipped
by boys with football scars
and veins coated thick
with peanut butter & jelly,
she fell so hard that summer
cupped into the hands of
one after another, after I fell asleep
on the leopard carpet
of her bedroom,
I could hear her
whispering, and the
magma in my throat
filled to bursting,
the fireflies I’d cradled
in the bones carved
from her wrist -I knew I’d never hold them
when the sun rose,
they escaped far too soon
This mosquito-stung life,
we wore our bites like
champions,
brought them home
to our mothers
until they would fade,
facing the plastic leaves
of autumn, I wanted to
stay locked
in her cage.
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Prints
Bebe La Grua.
Photography. 2013.

T

hese photographs of different people
wearing lipstick, often a symbol of
femininity, show the feminine as
something anyone can wear or experience
to their desire. I find that femininity is often
disparaged, even in feminist circles, and I attempted to show the feminine as positive, joyful, sensual, whimsical, and powerful.

“Print. n. An indentation or mark left
on a surface or soft
substance by pressure.”
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Hunger

I thought the best way to deal with hunger
was to breathe; just
let the sharp pangs of your gut
soften and blur into
Elaine Stamp. Poetry. 2013.
background noise:
inhale,
exhale.
I think of breathing
as I sit next to you
and when I tell myself
That’s it,
No more,
I have lost my appetite—
your eyes catch the light and
the curve of your irises shine
like the sun igniting
burnished motes of
sweet chocolate powder
flicked into the air.
Warmth tinders
in my gut
and suddenly
I’m starving.
I breathe, guzzling air like
it’s my last drink on earth,
inhaling a cocktail of water
vapor, oxygen, nitrogen.
Just breathe—
breathe through the hunger,
the gnawing snaps of want, of
the bitter musk of what ifs
that cling to the back of my throat
like the sour burn of cheap wine.
But it does nothing to slake
the ache in my gut
nor loosen the cramp of the muscle
in my chest.
I thought the best way to deal with hunger
was to breathe
and yet, here we are.
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WET
f r o m

y o u r

theory
Annie Ryan.
Poetry. 2013.

I require less than pages to succumb to your articulate seduction
The power of cultural capital as a social construction
I deeply believe in your model of social reproduction
Yet it is of another form of reproduction that I wish to speak

The systematic valorization of upper class style is compelling in theory
But it is in response to your dismissal of agency that others grow weary
They insist that individuals are capable of a much deeper query
Though I cannot resist the persuasion of your logic

Your description of education as a powerful symbolic institution
Shows how schools do not impose oppression in absolution
They reproduce social relations subtly through power distribution
And your insights speak to more than just my intellect

While Google Images may not represent you as attractive
My sensual secretions become hyperactive
When I contemplate the capacity of your intelligence: massive
Because your understanding of society is hot

There is so much I find alluring about your brain
That over my body your scholarly skill may reign
And during our passion, of capitalism we will moan and complain
As I come from your theoretical insights, Pierre Bourdieu
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Whose bodies are missing?
A response to submissions
by the Senior Art Editor

I

n the Spring 2013 issue of Wetlands, Tosia Klincewicz wrote a
critical Letter from the Editor in
which she asked readers the following: Whose voices are missing? It is
this question that has guided, in a
large part, each of the editors’ selections for this issue—a challenging,
yet essential, question to navigate
within the parameters of anonymous review.
Since its birth, Wetlands has
endeavored to be a publication that
balances two separate—yet not mutually exclusive—objectives: being a
venue for personal sexual and gender liberation, and hosting an educational, critically-minded conversation about gender and sexuality in
our campus context. Our challenge
as editors and compilers of this
publication has been to confront
our own culture of gender and sex
while still honoring the brave and
beautiful pieces that are submitted
to us by people with bodies, identities, and experiences that reflect
and perpetuate majority culture.
At the core of this challenge
has been the nature of our submissions. Wetlands receives over a hundred images, poems, and pieces of
prose from a range of contributors on campus, yet the majority
of our submissions are created by,
written by, or feature white, cisgender, normative-bodied students. So
many of these pieces are inspiring and thoughtful (to say nothing
of their beauty), but we are often
frustrated, as a class, with the lack
of visible diversity that we receive.
But we are becoming increasingly

aware that this is a result of our own
struggle to present ourselves as an
inclusive publication that engages
and welcomes artists and thinkers
from all communities on campus.
As the Senior Art Editor of
this semester’s issue of Wetlands, reviewing our photo submissions has
posed a particular challenge for me.
Each semester, we receive countless
images of nude or partially nude
bodies that appear to have been taken on Puget Sound Outdoor hikes
or other nature outings. Though the
bravery and beauty of these images
is clear, so many of them feature
only white, cisgender, able-bodied
subjects. While we want to celebrate these moments of personal
liberation for students and submitters, we are even more concerned
about how they reflect on our mission as a political publication that
challenges the celebration of only
these bodies in majority culture.
And, while this semester’s submissions represent a more diverse range
of voices and bodies, our concerns
are still relevant to the politics of
our campus and this publication.
In a conversation between
Wetlands and Renee Simms of
the African American Studies Program, our class reflected on some
of these frustrations: How can
we create a publication that celebrates diversity if the vast majority of our submissions come from
a select group of communities on
campus? What can we do to invite
other voices and bodies on campus to submit to Wetlands? In the
past, we tried to present ourselves

rather neutrally. Our approach was
to rely on our beloved buzzwords
of “intersectionality, identity, sexuality, gender, and politics” to communicate our message to campus
writers and artists. Renee, however,
challenged this approach: if we are
not actively engaging the audiences
we wish to invite to Wetlands, how
can we consider that an invitation?
Renee’s words were encouraging to a group of students who have
perhaps been silenced by our own
over-thinking. As staff members, we
have struggled with the question of
how to reach out to minority communities on campus without perpetuating the hyper-visibility that these
communities so often experience on
campus. However, if we believe in
the importance of this publication
and are sincere about our desires
to present a multiplicity of voices
and bodies in Wetlands, we need to
be more active in having these conversations beyond our classroom in
the broader campus community.
Wetlands is responding with
our own personal call to action.
We intend to be more active in the
ways that we invite submissions
and engage different communities on campus in presenting ourselves and creating this publication.
We recognize that our passive silence is not enough of a welcome.
And we will continue to question
the ways that we invite you, the
campus, to participate in Wetlands.
What would make you submit work to
Wetlands? Send us your comments at:
pugetsoundwetlands@gmail.com

Grey Matter
Photography. 2013.

T

his photo represents the grey area in which society
has placed mixed women. Because mixed race
identities have become a recently accepted concept,
many people don’t have a grasp on how to treat the
subject. Every woman in this photo has been in situations and relationships where her racial identity has been
chosen for her. Having these women standing together in
a vulnerable state shows the unity they feel through their
experiences, their strength, the ownership of their sexualities, and the ever-changing face of the world. We aren’t
just white. We aren’t just Latina or black or Asian. We are
women demanding self-determination of our identities
and the recognition that we are not going to choose one
race because it is convenient for other people. We have
the right to claim all aspects of our identities. We aren’t
victims. We aren’t fetishes. We aren’t freaks. We are colorful, worldly, and forced into confusion. We are part of
your future and part of your past. We are us.
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Untitled

Anonymous. Poetry. 2013.

trigger warning: street harassment
Waking up and making a choice to push forward
I take a shower, Do my Hair and Makeup
Do my best to cover my male features that put knives in my heart
when I look in the mirror
I put on my best dress and walk out the door
Shaking

I get into the car, making sure no one is around
drive through town, half afraid to see someone I know stopped at a
stoplight
Get on to the 5 making my way to Seattle
playing with my voice, constantly checking the mirror for assurance
Anxious

I arrive and find parking
I walk through the city, minding my own business, not daring to make
eye-contact
coming up to a large group of people taking surveys, I tremble
As I pass, I hear a guy my age smirk and say, “Looking for a good
time BRO?”
Damaged
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Nakedness
Rory Jacobs. Poetry. 2013.

Going out in only a binder
baring all
bearing all
being naked does not feel like liberation when my body has never felt completely my own
“Female-bodied”
“Biologically female”
“Person with a vagina”
social justice language wrapped up in fancy wrappings with the underlying dismissal of my
true gender identity
striving to unpack and repackage the same boxes with new labels is not inclusivity
I did not come out for you to force me back into the same box, did not come out so that my
body and my genitals could be known before you even knew my name

Being inclusive does not mean erasing the outliers.
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American River
Genderqueer
Anonymous. Poetry. 2013.

And we walk barefoot,
the rocks all ours to conquer and we
plunge our feet into the freshly-melted canyon-bending ice
of spring,
raise our lips to the surface and we
drink America.
Here in hot summer I swam in a bikini,
nipples peaked to the water and braids caked with mud
as your hair flowed out with the current and
your toes poked above.
Now we watch our shadows splayed
across the water:
yours full of music and river-hair and a rippling skirt
billowed to the breeze
and me by your side:
sleeves rolled to elbows, jeans rolled to knees,
short hair settled and lifting and
untied
and stretching out beneath my rocky feet
my shadow reaches higher,
my hands grow larger;
our shadows mend together
and my shoulders grow wide.
Among crawdads and sandstone, with you, my friend,
I am whole.
Hair flows,
water runs,
my two spirits co-reside.

O

n being genderqueer: Being gen
derqueer is a very broad experience,
so I can’t speak for everyone, only for
myself. I feel like my gender is constantly shifting and in flux; I’m always the same person,
but sometimes that person is a guy, sometimes
a girl, sometimes both, sometimes neither. My
body may not change, but the way I express
myself in this body changes from day to day.
I experienced a lot of discomfort with myself
and my body before I had this kind of gender
fluidity, and this poem reflects one of the first
experiences I had with just how euphoric and
freeing gender expression can be.
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Red Mentality. Leanne Gan. Poetry. 2013.
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Subject Object
vs.

Lauren Hsieh. Photography. 2013. Photography
by Theo Quimby. Body Paint by Dana Crosby.
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O

ver the past year I have been arguing with my body. I find that it’s
too easy to recede into the stereotypes or expectations that come 		
along with my figure – that I should be quieter and more polite, even
vulnerable, because my appearance is rather feminine or delicate. But as an
educated woman, I cannot let my integrity be compromised by patriarchal
expectations as they diminish my strengths and ask me to relinquish my mind
for the sake of my body. So with this piece I have reclaimed my body despite
the probability that society will continue to project its expectations.
In one photo I am positioned submissively, allowing the male gaze to
objectify me. But in the other photo I’ve assumed a stronger stance in ownership of my body while gazing right back into the camera. The paint symbolizes
the continuance of societal ideas that distort the female form.
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Holding Back

and Moving Forward:

My Experiences with Personal Safety and Gender in India
Erika Barker. Prose. 2013.

After a night of strolling along the
market streets of Udaipur, India,
gazing into stalls laden with leather
purses and brightly-patterned
scarves and tapestries, I dropped
the friend I was visiting off at her
dorm and hailed an auto-rickshaw
to drive me home. The rusty yellow auto that pulled up had two
men in it, the driver and a man
who appeared to be a friend of his,
sandwiched in the front seat next
to him. After inquiring in Hindi
if they could take me to my hostel’s address, I hopped in without
hesitation. I needed to get back to
my hostel room as quickly as possible because I was already late for
the hostel’s 10 PM curfew. As the
driver began trundling off down
the street, his companion swiveled
to face me, grinning and leaning
over the back of the seat. He asked
my name, where I was from, and
what I was doing in Udaipur. As
he questioned me, we were driving
through dark and silent neighborhoods, along the back streets rather
than the main thoroughfare where
the night was punctuated by groups
of pedestrians and vividly lit shops.
As I answered the man’s questions,
he would turn to the driver and
they grinned and chuckled, making incomprehensible comments in
Hindi to one another in low voices.
It was about this time that I started
to feel very, very uncomfortable. It
suddenly occurred to me that I was
sitting alone in an auto-rickshaw
in the pitch black, in a foreign city

where I barely spoke the language,
with two adult men who were complete strangers to me. The driver
could have taken me anywhere he
wanted and there was little I could
have done. I have never taken a
self-defense class. There was no one
around for me to call out to. But
even as I sat there trying to keep
my cool, we had almost arrived at
my hostel. Though I felt extremely
uncomfortable and the two men
seemed very threatening to me at
the time, nothing else happened.
We finally arrived at the gate of my
hostel, I paid the driver, and I hightailed it to my bedroom, locking the
door behind me.
If you’re one of the many women
who carries a bottle of pepper
spray in her purse, or who refuses
to walk home alone from an offcampus party after dark, then you
may be surprised that I didn’t stop
to think of the situation I might be
putting myself in when I stepped
into that auto-rickshaw. But I have
believed for many years that women are taught to live in fear of the
world around them, taught that it is
their fault if they are assaulted, and
that it is their own responsibility to
protect themselves from the world.
I’ve stubbornly refused to let this
rhetoric of fear dictate where I go
and what I do, strolling confidently
and defiantly alone through city
streets and suburban neighborhoods alike.
But perhaps a part of me has also
always believed that when I’ve

found myself feeling uncomfortable
in a situation like the one in India,
that I was just being paranoid, that
nothing would ever actually happen
to me. It doesn’t escape me that I
am afforded the luxury of assuming I’m safe because I grew up in a
quiet, middle class neighborhood in
a small city in the middle of Oklahoma. I’ve never heard of someone
being mugged, or even publicly accosted, in my city. I’ve never heard
gunshots fired on my street, or
indeed, anywhere else in Norman.
That night in the auto-rickshaw
was the first time I’ve felt real fear
for my safety. But even now, I’m not
sure what to make of that experience. I’ve only shared the story with
a couple of people because I don’t
like telling it. I hate what it seems to
say about India and my time there;
I hate that it seems to confirm the
notion that India is an unsafe place
for women, or that Indian men
should be feared.
I traveled to India to study abroad
in February 2013, only two months
after the now-infamous New Delhi
gang rape, in which a young Indian
woman was brutally assaulted on a
public bus by a group of men, then
left to die on the city streets. Despite receiving emergency surgery,
the woman died in the hospital
thirteen days later. This incident
had stirred up dramatic public
unrest in New Delhi, where I lived
with a host-family for two months
of my study abroad semester, as
well as both international and na-

tional debate about sexual violence
in India. I repeatedly heard while
I was there that this public discussion about violence against women
had only cropped up in response
to the Delhi incident. Before then,
friends and teachers informed me,
no one in the country talked about
sexual violence. When I was there,
though, the conversation seemed
ever-present, the issues hypervisible. A major Delhi newspaper
ran a specific column that listed
all the incidents of sexual violence
reported to the police throughout
the week. The subway system, my
favorite way to get around the city,

H

train by myself, I could be sure that
several different men would try to
strike up conversations with me. I
quickly grew tired of this. I knew I
should try to be open-minded and
patient, that it was likely these people were just curious about me, as a
young woman traveling on her own
in a country where women rarely
do so. But even in the U.S., I avoid
making small talk with strangers on
airplanes or buses. I like to keep to
myself. I like to feel invisible in public. In every Indian city I visited,
though, it seemed I was the most
visible I had ever been.
By the time the auto-rickshaw inci-

to see and smell. Another was the
assistant academic director of our
study abroad program, who one of
my classmates nicknamed “Balu”
after the bear in The Jungle Book,
because of his round belly, his caring demeanor and his jolly laugh.
Six months later, I’m still sorting
through my memories of India. I’m
now trying to make sense of their
relationship to my life in the U.S.
Did that night in the auto-rickshaw
teach me something about India,
something about Udaipur as a city,
something about personal safety in
general, or just something about
myself ? Since returning to the U.S.,

ad I panicked because I had let the constant rhetoric of fear, of the
‘dangers’ of Indian cities, get into my head?

had a separate car for women at
the front of the train, ostensibly
segregated specifically to ensure
women could avoid being ogled
and grabbed in the tightly packed
subway cars. During our first
few days in Delhi, our professors
warned the women in our group
(twenty-five out of twenty-seven of
the students) not to stay out past
nightfall, for our own safety. And
when I walked around my hostfamily’s neighborhood, I did notice
the huge number of staring young
men on the street and the conspicuous absence of young women.
As time went on, I became increasingly self-conscious about myself
as a woman and a white foreigner
when I went out in public. Men
would call out to me if I were walking along the street, or peer into my
face as they zoomed by on scooters. If I traveled on a cross-country

dent took place, I had spent almost
three months in India. After that
sudden gripping fear released its
hold, when I was safely back in my
hostel room that night, I questioned
whether I had really been in any
kind of danger. Had I panicked because I had let the constant rhetoric
of fear, of the “dangers” of Indian
cities, get into my head?
I’m still searching for the answer
to this question. I don’t know if I’ll
ever find it. I had so many wonderful experiences while I was abroad,
and met so many kind and intelligent men there. One of these
men was my host-father, a retired
chemistry professor who insisted on
taking my roommate and me to a
busy spice market in the heart of
Delhi during the hottest part of the
day, glowing with pride as he held
up fresh cardamom pods, whole
turmeric roots and dried fruit for us

I’ve considered enrolling in self-defense classes, something that never
seemed necessary before my experiences abroad. I’ve always confidently, perhaps naively, walked the
line between being realistic about
my personal safety and being realistic about the problematic beliefs
about “dangerous” neighborhoods
I’ve been inculcated with because
I grew up as a woman in the U.S.
Now that line seems somehow
more tenuous, this dual perspective confused. I have not yet been
able to reconcile my emotions and
perceptions of my safety, both in
India and at home, with a rational
analysis of the real dangers women
face the world over in public spaces.
Perhaps I never will, but will simply
try to maintain the tricky balancing
act of knowing when to be cautious
and when to charge forward.

O n t h e Ve r g e
Anonymous. Prose. 2013.

Editorial Note:
The editors of Wetlands Magazine would like to acknowledge and
thank the author for sharing her story. The editors were moved by this
piece and feel that it not only raises awareness about an issue that is often clouded by secrecy and shame, but also has the potential to open
an important dialogue about negative relationships to food and eating
disorders on the Puget Sound campus an beyond. We hope that readers
who struggle with similar thinking and feelings as the author will refer to
and utilize the following resources guide provided by CHWS. Most importantly we want to recognize and be a safe space for the author's experiences, and to let others know that help is available.

trigger warning: eating disorders
Let me be clear. I am not
overweight, nor have I ever been.
I have never in my life been called
fat. If I happen to mention worrying about calories I get looks that
clearly say, “You’re insane.” Nevertheless, I have been on the borderline of having an eating disorder for
over five years.
It never occurred to me that
I was anything but a conscientious
eater until a friend told me, “I feel
like you’re an eating disorder waiting to happen.” More than a reality
check, these words startled me into
a completely different awareness
of myself and the way I had been
treating food. I don’t recall exactly
when I had my first experience with
dieting. But I can say without the
slightest exaggeration that I have
held myself continuously to a diet
of one form or another since I was
a sophomore in high school. For me
that’s seven straight years of dieting.
As high school drew to a
close I looked back at the driver’s
license issued when I was 16 and
was hit with the hard fact that I
had gained 20lbs. That was when
my self-image took a hard hit, and
I began dieting in earnest. I took
advantage of living with a single

father who was less likely than a
woman to notice warning signs of
eating problems. I casually mentioned that we needed a new bathroom scale and convinced him to
buy a very precise digital one. This
scale is now my constant companion. Most evenings when he asked
me what I would like to do for
dinner, I simply told him I wasn’t
hungry, knowing that he would not
hear what was behind those words.
I prided myself on being able to
last all morning on a few lightly
salted rice cakes (for those of you
who are not a walking caloric content database, that’s 30-35 calories
apiece, depending on the brand),
and I have the dubitable skill of
being able to accurately tote up in
my head how many calories I have
consumed on any given day.
When I arrived at college I took
great pleasure in people’s exclamations over my dinner consisting
only of carrot sticks and a bowl
of cantaloupe. High calorie foods
that I had once loved became so
dangerous in my eyes that I literally
felt repelled by them. If you have
never looked at the calorie content
in peanut butter then I advise you
to keep your eyes averted, I haven’t

had a bagel and cream cheese for
five months, brie is my forbidden
lover, you will never find me within
fifty feet of a cream sauce, and
croissants are my mortal enemy.
Yet, I do not say that I am
on the borderline of having an
eating disorder just because I have
done a bit of dieting. It goes far beyond that. Since high school, whenever I have read or heard stories of
others with eating disorders that
were meant to be precautionary, I
instead treated them as sources for
tips on how to diet more effectively.
I once read a story about a seventeen year old girl who had been
hospitalized for extreme anorexia
because she would sometimes run
10+ miles a day while eating only
a few pieces of fruit. My reaction
was to resolve that I would develop
these habits, too. Whisperings of
girls who looked unhealthily thin
or had only eaten a candy bar all
day made me jealous of their success. In my head it is not an issue
of eating properly or not, so much
as the ability to control one’s body
and mind. When I am faced with
girls who have “successfully” bent
their bodies to their will, my own
lack of a full-blown eating disorder
becomes distorted into a weakness
on my part and a failure to fully
commit. At times when I am particularly stressed and worried about
how much I have eaten, I seek out
a deserted bathroom and stare into
the toilet until I finally build up the
nerve to let a finger creep down my
throat. In fact, just two nights ago
I tried harder than ever before to
make myself throw up, punching
myself in the stomach repeatedly
and jamming my fingers into the
back of my mouth—but my body
won’t allow it. Try as I might I have
never successfully purged. My gag
reflex just doesn’t exist. However,

instead of feeling relief that my
body is protecting me from harmful
behavior, I feel anger and shame
at my inability to wield absolute
control.
There is a girl at our school
whom I have dubbed “skinny
bitch” because every time I see her
I promptly feel ashamed of my last
meal and decide to not eat for the
rest of the day. I’m sure, in reality,
she is probably very nice, but this
is the relationship with the bodies around me. Regardless of my
personal feelings towards someone,
I am hyperconscious of their shape.
For example, when I went to see
The Silver Linings Playbook. I spent
most of the movie wondering why
Jennifer Lawrence is fat.
Every single morning when
I wake up I refrain from eating or
drinking anything and go to the
bathroom immediately so that I can
weigh myself at the optimum lightness of the day. I step on the scale
not once, but three or four times,
just to make sure there is no inaccuracy, and I carefully evaluate how
far my stomach is protruding. Only
once this ritual is complete am I
permitted to take a sip of water.
The one time I made myself leave
my scale at home I was constantly
taking elaborate detours to the gym
to weigh myself, each time preparing a new cover story for why I was
in the gym in street clothes so as to
throw off suspicion should anybody
mention it. Nowadays the only way
that I can find release from this
custom is to entrust my scale to a
friend for them to take away, with
the proviso that they must return it
when I ask, no matter whether they
think it is for my own good to keep
it away.
In one afternoon of particular weakness and desperation I
went online to order miracle açai

berry diet pills for “a free trial.”
This, of course, led to my ownership of a bottle of useless “diet”
pills, and my generous donation of
$200 to their scam. Nevertheless,
the purple bottle with a picture of
a cut and glistening female torso
remained hidden from prying eyes
in the back of my drawer for several years before I conceded that it
really would make no difference to
my appearance and belonged in the
trash. I once even lied to my prescriber to convince her to prescribe
me a medication that had previously caused me to quickly lose a
lot of weight because of its loss-ofappetite side effects.
Every single day for me is a
battle between my taste buds and
my inexorable desire to lose weight.
I am hyper-conscious of every
single thing that I put in my body.
For now I remain on solid ground,
yet I have long been teetering on
the verge, liable to fall off at any
time.
What is the point of sharing my story with you? I admit that
the confessional side of it is not
insignificant in this decision, but I
also want to bring my experiences
into the light where they can show
people a piece of the pain that
negative body image can cause.
Look at the girl next to you. Maybe
she is the one who wrote this story.
If not, how do you know she hasn’t
had the same thoughts that I have?
Eating disorders are mental diseases. They are very real, and very
serious, yet they are still often made
light of by society. I hope that my
story may help to contribute to
awareness of the reality of mental
disease. Perhaps by allowing you to
look at the world through my eyes
I may also crack yours open a little
wider.
I am on the verge.

CHWS Resource Guide
Counseling, Health
&Wellness Services
Wheelock Student Center 216
253.879.1555
chws@pugetsound.edu
Monday - Friday: 8 a.m. - 5p.m.
Doors Closed daily, noon - 1 p.m.
HopeSparks
www.hopesparks.org
Lisa Werner, RD, CD
6424 North Ninth Street
Tacoma, WA 98406
253.565.4484
Center for Counseling &
Health Resources Inc.
www.aplaceofhope.com
Gregory Jantz, Ph.D., CEDS
Edmonds, WA
888.771.5166 or 425.771.5166
Seattle Performance Medicine
www.spmedicine.com
206.632.4575
HopeSparks
www.hopesparks.org
Tacoma, WA
253.565.4484
Opal: Food+Body Wisdom
www.opalfoodandbody.com
45th Street Plaza
1100 NE 45th Street, Suite 600
Seattle, WA 98105
206.926.9087
info@opalfoodandbody.com
The Emily Program
www.emilyprogram.com
1700 Westlake Avenue North,
Suite 650
Seattle, WA 98109
206.283.2220 or 888.364.5977
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Leaves
Jeanne - Marie Joubert.
Collage. 2013.

I Knew

Anonymous. Poetry. 2013.

content warning: abuse
I knew when I touched her, it was true.
Pulsing around my neck,
in between my toes —
A sense of perfect, of right
Of everything.
The universe made sense now,
The way her soft voice begged my name,
the hitch in my breath.
Ferociousness ripped through me,
Beating down the edges of trauma and suffering,
Opening my dark chest to warmth.
Primal desire and a child’s safety,
Allowed, allotted, apportioned,
Received.
The Abuse, the Trauma, the Victimhood
Lessens while I am submerged in righteousness and reason.
Where He does not touch me.
Where I do not touch Him.
Where I can say NO,
I can say STOP.
It’s where I belong,
With her.
That I knew.
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sorry but
fuck you
Shanna Williams.
Poetry. 2013.

I’m sorry I didn’t say sorry the first time
you had me over and you played
love songs
sorry that my tongue slipped onto yours
and I stood there telling you I
had dignity
up my skirt
sorry you didn’t say sorry the second time
you had me over and you played
an mix tape
when you said I was kissing the
wrong spot
because my hands weren’t down your pants
sorry I spit up my words
on your sheets
after you left the room
and i hope your sheets smelled like me
for months
and every time you licked your lips
you tasted my teeth
sorry I didn’t say fuck you the third time
you had me over and you
peeled off my pants
and all that I could hear
was you breathing too hard
you think I curse too much
but I think you just
make me
that angry
where all my good words are somewhere
stuck in my knuckles
uncracked
and all I can choke out
is
fuck you
I mean
sorry
I said sorry
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“Love has the power to transform us, giving us
the strength to oppose domination. To choose
feminist politics, then, is a choice to love.”
bell hooks

Reflections on Feminism, Sexual Violence, and Love:

An open letter to
MARISKA HARGITAY

Mariska,
It is difficult to retrieve the
language necessary to write this. I
feel that no matter what I write, it
will never do justice to how I feel
about the work you do.
I was not a rape survivor
when I began watching Law and Order: Special Victims Unit. I was, however, a self-conscious teenager, trying to find my own power and voice.
Your character, Olivia Benson, embodied everything I strove to be.
She was strong, confident, and firm
in her convictions while I couldn’t
seem to figure out my own. There
was also something about the way
Olivia interacted with and advocated for survivors that was neither patronizing nor paternalistic. I would
not realize until later on how much
this aspect of her character would
resonate with me.
I know thousands of survivors send you letters. Instead of asking for autographed pictures they
write to you about their experiences
surviving rape, domestic violence,

and child abuse. Sometimes, survivors were telling someone for the
very first time after years, sometimes
decades, of silence. Yet they felt
comfortable telling you, someone
they had never met. The outpouring of these narratives of violence
inspired you to become an advocate
and to start your own foundation.
You speak, to a national audience,
about issues that have been sequestered into the darkest spaces of our
societal consciousness.
You did not have to do any
of this work or shoulder any of this
responsibility, but you did. But I am
not writing you about your accomplishments as an actress or as an
activist. I am writing because I am
grateful for the ethic that grounds
your approach to survivors of violence. I am writing this letter because you are an advocate for survivors of sexual violence who is not
afraid to love.
My first real experience with
this kind of work came the summer after my senior year of high
school. I worked for the YWCA

1

of Richmond, Virginia. There, I
learned a new feminist lexicon that
gave names to structural and societal realities: the power and control
wheel, rape culture, and the cycle of
abuse—to name a few. There were
plenty of pamphlets, sheets, and resources, but never enough funding.
I attended meetings, took notes, and
felt energized by the work I was doing.
After working as an “advocate” for one summer, I naïvely
believed I would know exactly how
to respond if I ever experienced
sexual violence. I knew all the
feminist catchphrases: “smash the
patriarchy,” “rape culture normalizes violence against women,” “end
victim-blaming,” “women are not
asking for it.” And the more imperative ones geared toward survivors: “speak up if it happens to
you,” “you are not alone,” “don’t
shower after it happens to preserve
evidence,” “report it,” “testify in
court,” and “tell someone.”
I am a feminist. I am also a
rape survivor.

1. Mariska Hargitay is an actress who has played the character Olivia Benson in Law and Order: SVU for fifteen years. She is also a mother, an advocate, the founder of the Joyful Heart Foundation and the No More Campaign, and a generally wonderful human being.

Lately, I have been struggling to reconcile those two facets
of my identity. I know the statistics:
one in four women are sexually assaulted before they graduate, one in
five women in their lifetime. Every
two minutes, someone in the United
States is sexually assaulted. These
figures are indicative of a national
problem. They are important numbers. Rationally, they should tell me
that I am not alone. Emotionally,
though, every time I think about
these statistics, I visualize someone
taking an invisible hatchet and demarcating those who will never be
the same person again.
The first time I disclosed my
experience to someone, they told
me that it wasn’t my fault and that
I wasn’t alone. I knew all this, but
being told that I was not alone did
not eradicate the alienation I felt.
Instead, what I wanted most desperately was to receive love—not
romantic love or sex—I wanted to
feel the immediacy and intimacy of
connection. I wanted to feel like I
still had my humanity and my soul.
But in the immediate aftermath, this
could not have seemed farther from
my grasp.
I gravitated to your work because you put the human and emotional component of this violence at
the forefront of your activism. You
said once, “A revolution always begins
from within. This one begins when you decide how you will hold the issues of sexual
assault, domestic violence and child abuse
within you, and how you live out that decision.”
Sexual violence is a soul
wound. It is ugly, brutal, and devastating--and it happens to humans.
But I feel like the human element of

this violence is masked behind the
sanitized and academic language of
statistics and frameworks of “rape
culture” and “patriarchy.” We discuss the stigmatization of sexual
violence without taking that leap
into understanding how that stigma
imprints itself on the individual.
Theoretical
frameworks
are incredibly important because
they help explain the prevalence of
sexual violence. But they have not
helped me heal. If someone close
to you dies of lung cancer, discussing the tobacco lobby and nicotine’s
addictiveness may explain that person’s death, but it does not address
the deep emptiness that accompanies losing someone close to you.
As I tried to move forward
after my own experience with sexual violence, your work took on a
new meaning for me because for the
first time I really noticed how freely
and openly you express love for survivors. One critical feminist theorist, bell hooks, argued in her work,
“Genuine feminist politics always
brings us from bondage to freedom,
from lovelessness to loving.” She underscores that any feminist activism
or advocacy that seeks to end violence will not work without love.
Love is different from sympathy, empathy, or even compassion. Love is an emotional risk that
transforms and reshapes us. Right
now, I feel that “lovelessness” pervades the dialogue surrounding
sexual assault. We have developed
a language to respond to sexual
violence that is devoid of love. Yet
surviving this violence warrants the
strongest reminder of our humanity.
The way we begin to feel that way
again starts with love.

You said once, “I have so
much love that I didn’t even know
about.” It shows. You speak about
healing from sexual violence with an
emphasis on humanity, joy and love.
You seek to eradicate the distance
and alienation many survivors feel
when telling their stories. Instead
of saying “I hear you,” you say, “I
believe you. You are a human being that deserves love. I am invested
in the process of your healing and
committed to being transformed
by it. I am next to you, not disconnected from you, in this fight.”
Just like the line in that Adrienne
Rich poem that you so often quote,
“There must be those among whom
we can sit down and weep and still
be counted as warriors.”
In the face of all the ugliness
that surrounds the discussion of sexual violence, you continue to emanate love. I am one of those survivors not only inspired by your work,
but also changed by it. Every time I
hear you speak I feel more hopeful
not only for my own journey, but for
activism in the field of sexual violence.
Thank you for bringing Olivia Benson to life; she is a transformative force of a character. But
thank you also for insisting that
there can be light and joy beyond
the trauma of sexual violence without belittling or anesthetizing that
healing process. Thank you for valuing the humanity of all survivors.
Thank you for being brave enough
to love.
Always,
Carol Prince
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The Queer Community: An Unexpected Site of
Heteronormative Ideology and Discrimination
Nicholas Reano. Prose. 2013.

Abstract:

W

hile the LGBTQ community prides itself on accepting all forms of
identity, the reality is increasingly distorted. From internalized homophobia to the phenomenon of “effeminophobia,” or the equivalent “sissyphobia,” gender “nonconformity” has become target to various discriminatory practices within the queer community. This essay contextualizes American
heteronormativity, through examination of “fag discourse” and hegemonic
masculinity, in order to analyze the presence of effeminophobia within urban
and rural queer cultures. Specifically, this paper examines how effeminophobic
based dialogue, sexual discourse, and gender performativity, function as discriminatory practices within the American queer community.
The queer community
prides itself on acknowledging and
accepting the diverse identities of
its members. The reality, however,
is increasingly distorted; heteronormative gender constructs have
seeped into the gay community’s
cultural discourse. Specifically when
discussing effeminacy, the trait most
commonly associated with male
homosexuality (Allen and Oleson
1999; Annes and Redlin 2012; Eguchi 2011; Kimmel 2008; Lippa and
Arad 1997; Pascoe 2007 and Wong
et al. 1999), one approaches a multitude of problems within the LGBT
community. From internalized homophobia, to the phenomenon of
“effeminophobia,” or the equivalent
“sissyphobia,” and its consequent
effects, gender nonconformity has
become the site of various discriminatory practices within the queer
community resultant from the heteronormative context of American
society.
Mainstream American discourses regarding homosexuality
are often of a heteronormative and

homophobic nature. In his book
Guyland, author Michael Kimmel
identifies Guyland as the social site in
which men engage in various rituals that reinforce hegemonic masculinity, one of these rituals being the
repudiation of femininity. Everything “that is perceived as gay goes
into what we might call the Negative Playbook of Guyland” (2008:
49), with “gay” being identified as
“a kind of shorthand for ‘unmanliness’” (2008: 50). Homosexuality,
in a patriarchal context, is fundamentally oppositional to normative
masculinity. Consequently, anything that exists within the realm
of “other” is vulnerable, and often
subjected, to various forms of discrimination, such as “fag discourse”
(Pascoe 2007). When conducting
ethnographic research in a particular high school for her book Dude
You’re a Fag, C.J. Pascoe exposes the
ubiquity of “fag discourse,” i.e. use
of the fag epithet, within the high
school context; “When a boy calls
another boy a fag, it means he is not
a man but not necessarily that he

is a homosexual” (2007: 82). Thus,
the term faggot becomes a form
of self-discipline in which homosexuality is relegated as irrelevant to
masculinity and consequently, both
heterosexual and homosexual men
are conditioned to place themselves
in specific domains of masculine
identity. Heterosexual men are the
norm, while homosexual men are
constructed as deviants.
This cultural context in
which homosexuality exists imposes
a plethora of challenges for members of the queer community. Internalized homophobia, the inner
negation of one’s homosexuality, is
one of the consequent products of
heteronormative discourse. “The
problematic elements of coping
with a homosexual identity include
the pain of the dissonance between
one’s ego ideal and one’s ego reality and the fear of being seen or
exposed as undesirable in the eyes
of others” (1999: 34). “Guyland”
and “fag discourse,” instill shame
within some gay men, producing
specific modes of identity that are

based on anti-homosexual ideologies. It is interesting to note, as well,
that this form of fear conflation is
not as evident within women, where
a study concluded men “are more
likely to be judged as homosexual
than women who deviate from their
socially-determined gender role
prescriptions” (Wong et al. 1999:
29). While the origins of this trend
are numerous, the presence of gender nonconformity and its effects on
the rigid expectations of American
masculinity are most significant. In
an article discussing ethnographic
research conducted on French and
American gay men in rural communities, a majority of the study’s
French participants found that “eccentric individuals whose tone of
voice can be, at times, high pitch,
who are not manly, who do not
follow traditional gender expectations…disturb ‘normal life’” (Annes
and Redlin 2012: 265). Gender
nonconformity “disturbs” the normality of the broader heterosexual
hegemony, and therefore feminine
males, rather than gender “deviant”
females, are increasingly perceived
as homosexual.
With the combination of rural communities that tend to propagate antiquated notions of masculinity, (Annes and Redlin 2012:
257), and the general culture of
heteronormativity, the presence of
gender “deviance” onsets an occurrence known as “effeminophobia.”
Effeminophobia is “not a feeling of
homophobia, nor a feeling of feminophobia as they did not express…
fear and dislike of women” (Annes
and Redlin 2012: 279), rather it is
the fear and contempt of a particular form of gender expression: male
femininity. In Anne and Redlin’s research, effeminophobia commonly
originated from experiences similar
to those observed in Pascoe’s re-

search on “fag discourse.” “A significant number of [the subjects] interacted with effeminate (assumed gay)
men during high school. Observing
how these individuals were treated
by others, how they were ostracized,
seems to have encouraged my interviewees to distance themselves from
effeminate men” (Annes and Redlin
2012: 265). Rather than challenging
and questioning the dominant discourse of heteronormative gender
performativity that excludes and
discriminates against feminine men,
the gay men of the study chose to
adopt this discourse and employ effeminophobic attitudes and behaviors.
This form of ideology, as
documented repeatedly throughout
the study through interview data, is
often based on a conservative understanding of gender. One of the
individuals who participated in the
study stated he was “not attracted
to effeminate men because he is not
attracted to women – for him an effeminate man does not behave like
a man, but a woman” (Annes and
Redlin 2012: 267). This particular
subject demonstrated a commonality within the French participants:
disrespect for the gender continuum. Though the American subjects,
while acknowledging the existence
of a gender continuum, also “recognized the importance of being masculine in order to feel more normal
and to be more accepted” (2012:
274). The recitation of the gender
binary appears to originate from the
environment of these men. Many
desired to construct a “normal”
identity through traditional masculinity. When asked what masculinity
was, Jean-Pierre, one of the study’s
French participants, responded: “It’s
someone like you, someone who can
disappear in the crowd. It’s my partner. It’s someone common (2012:

272). Pierre’s response reflects the
stigmatization heteronormativity
places on gender nonconformity.
Pierre doesn’t want to stand out, he
wants to “disappear in the crowd,”
and he can accomplish this through
a male’s expected gender performance.
A significant aspect of effeminophobic-based dialogue remains
commonly present in criticisms of
gay representations in society. The
gay pride parade is a popular site
of queer culture that is often criticized; according to Yannick, one
of the French participants, “[pride
parades] were giving a negative image of homosexuality…only men
dressed up as women…these images
did not reflect who I was. So, if you
like, I could identify myself with the
context, but not the form” (Annes
and Redlin 2012: 280). This rhetoric exposes several errant flaws within popular queer discourse. Firstly,
Yannick points out a valid concern;
within queer culture, there seems to
be a limited array of representations
that often ignore the diverse identities in the community. Yannick,
like many of the other study participants, identifies as a cisgendered
male, a prototype of gender expression that isn’t often seen in queer
representation. Unfortunately, Yannick and the other research subjects
proceeded to vilify male femininity,
claiming: “effeminate gay men do
not challenge the dominant societal
ideology conflating homosexuality
and effeminacy, and consequently
contribute to the reinforcement of
this discourse” (Annes and Redlin
2012: 277). Rather than deconstructing the larger cultural system
that vilifies male femininity and proposing new and critical representations of various gay identities, these
gay men have argued that effeminacy is irrelevant and damaging to

queer culture and have proceeded
to enact this contempt for feminine
men in their everyday lives, further
sustaining the paradigmatic heteronormative structure.
While gender deviance is
threatening to various subgroups
within the queer community, it is
also of significant impact on the
subjective queer identities of many
other men. According to Shinsuke
Eguchi in Negotiating Sissyphobia,
“prior to coming out, individuals
must have access to information
about homosexuality and gay identity” (2011: 40). Essentially, one procures a gay identity through the literal adoption of cultural meanings
surrounding homosexuality. For the
men in the Annes and Redlin study,
a gay identity consisted of “passing”
as normal through traditional masculinity. For Eguchi, an Asian gay
male, employing femininity in his
gender identity is a product of the
mutual relationship between a specific culture of homosexuality and
the effects of effeminacy on that culture. Within the urban contexts of
San Francisco and New York City,
Eguchi’s gender is, while progressively more accepted than those in
rural communities, still subjected
to various oppressive systems that
are based on racist and heteronormative perceptions of gender nonconformity. This urban culture relegates Eguchi’s Asian body “into the
social location in which [his] performative presentations of gender are
perceived as ‘feminine’” (2011: 44).
Eguchi is perceived, even expected
to identify, as feminine because of
the default masculine framework
of a white identity (2011: 38). And
despite Eguchi’s ability to employ
subjectivity over his own identity by
intentionally performing femininity,
his effeminacy doesn’t fully escape
the influence of his surrounding

culture.
In his interactions with other members of the gay community,
Eguchi finds himself constantly negotiating his gender performances
when engaging in relationships.
“Gay Asian men are often perceived as only seeking White, older,
wealthy, and sexually active men”
(Eguchi 2011: 47). Heteronormativity dictates the sexual order within the queer community; it expects
Eguchi to engage in sexual relations
with White men in order to “compensate” for his “lost” masculinity.
Eguchi’s feminine performances are
perfectly valid, as long as he continues to conform to a specific structure of gay relationships where he
must only date and/or have sex with
a white male, the referent masculine
identity of the urban queer communities Eguchi participates in. Additionally, Eguchi finds that in his
sexual interactions with gay men of
color, Eguchi must further hyperfeminize himself: “I constantly need
to maintain my look that fits into
the typical feminine image, because
straight-acting gay men of color
that I have met expected me to do
so” (2011: 49).
Eguchi also notes the opposite phenomenon within queer
culture: “straight-acting” gay men.
Similar to the issue of effeminophobia, “sissyphobia” is documented by
Eguchi to be a major factor in his
interactions with cisgendered gay
men. In his relationships with various masculine gay men, Eguchi has
noted that many do not desire to
publicly acknowledge their attraction to him because “the performative aspects of male femininity
are stigmatized as a failure in the
heteronormative gendered world”
(2011: 50). “Sissyphobia” doesn’t
necessarily construct male femininity as “unattractive and undesir-

able” (Eguchi 2011: 50), as much as
it categorizes effeminacy as a source
of shame. Eguchi’s gender “deviance” has influenced some of his
past cisgendered partners to express
embarrassment when potentially
introducing Eguchi to their parents
(2011: 50). Due to the vilification of
male femininity in a heteronormative context, feminine gay men, like
Eguchi, usually struggle to maintain
successful relationships with men
who are not fully unaffected by conservative perceptions of gender.
The queer community, despite the cultural perception of
the group as a site of acceptance
and inclusivity, is infected with
heteronormativity. From rampant
attempts to “pass” as straight, to
discriminatory
effeminophobia,
queer culture is failing in its ability
to facilitate coherent and accepting
attitudes towards all identities, specifically gender “deviant” gay men.
Rather than analyzing the broader
culture of American heteronormativity that has influenced the errant
perceptions of gender evident in the
community, many gay men have
continued to conform to limited understandings of gender that exclude
individuals who do not adapt to socially expected gender behaviors. If
any progressive change is to occur,
shifts in ideology must take place.
All forms of queer identity should
be represented, and diversity must
be authentically accepted as a vital
component of the community. Enduring discrimination is a menacing
task, but continuing to “celebrate,
emphasize, embrace, and present”
(Eguchi 2011: 51) one’s difference,
such as one’s gender “deviance,”
contributes to the resistance and
eventual eradication of discriminatory cultural practices.
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